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in the neck to count the coffee-gardens up those outrageous steeps, while wondering if they are garnered with a derrick. Further round, in the eye of' the morning sun, is Shibam peak, throwing great arms out to grasp Masar and Lahab. The long crests of the Lahab range lie across the southern sky, beyond nightmare gorges that drain into the Howeib.
Wasil district is a chaos of spurs and ravines that droop steeply down from the upper heights of Masar, to plunge sheer, a thousand feet or so, into some lowland gorge. Here are tall towers perched on dizzy pinnacles and overhung by amazing scarps, where the eagle nests and no human foot can climb. Ravines too, so steep and narrow that one may almost touch the tree-tops which grow out of them, and so overgrown that only a green twilight penetrates to their recesses, where the lurid blooms of the snake-onion flame among the fern and the giant cobra drowses in the hush of noon.
Among the spurs are breezy uplands, where the hill-grass bends before the wind and the peregrine hurtles like a shell as he swoops down to startle basking conies on the lower ledges. Cunning folks are these, with their rat-like faces and rabbit ways, never straying far from some deep, rocky cleft in which to hurl themselves headlong at the rush of questing wings or the flash of a rifle.
Spurs and ravines alike are terraced for coffee, wherever coffee will grow, and in the spring the star-like coffee-flower, in wax-like clusters, loads the air with its sweet, mystic scent.
Some of these ravines hold perennial water. All begin in wooded clefts high up on Masar, and all end in thick -jungle and a plunge over the rocky lip of a precipice.